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padding of the collar. Maybe the thread was rotten, or
maybe the old man was too fidgety, but the thread broke-
twice in succession. That was enough : swearing horribly,
Pantaleinion jumped up, sent his stool flying, kicked it
towards the stove and, bellowing like a dog, tore at the
leather padding of the collar with his teeth. Then he flung
the collar to the floor and, hopping like a cock, started to
jump on it. Hearing the noise, Ilinichna, who had gone to
rest early, jumped out of bed in a fright. But, seeing what
was happening, she lost her temper and reproached him :
" Have you gone mad, damn you, in your old age ?
What's the collar done to you ? "
Pantaleimon gazed at his wife with frenzied eyes and
roared:
" Shut up, you this and that! " Snatching up a piece of
the collar, he threw it at the old woman.
Choking with laughter, Dunia flew like a bullet out into
the porch. But, after raging for a while, the old man calmed
down, asked his wife's forgiveness for the words he had used
in his anger, and scratched the nape of his neck for a long
time as he stared at the fragments of the unfortunate collar,
thinking out what they might be useful for. Such attacks
of frenzy were repeated more than once, but, instructed by
bitter experience, Ilinichna found a different way of inter-
vening. The moment Pantaleimon began to belch out
curses and smash up some domestic article the old woman
humbly, but loudly enough remarked :
" Smash it up, Prokoffich ! Break it up ! You and I will
yet make money for more ! " And she even attempted to
assist in the destruction. Then Pantaleimon at once
simmered down, stared for a minute with vacant eyes at his
wife, rummaged with trembling hands in his pockets, found
his tobacco pouch and sat down in bewilderment somewhere
out of the way to smoke, to soothe his jangled nerves,
inwardly cursing his explosive nature and reckoning up the
losses he had sustained by his action.
A three-months'-old pig which made its way into the
enclosure fell a victim to his elderly, unbridled anger. He
broke its T>ack with a stake and, five minutes later, after
- slaughtering the animal, as he was tearing off the bristles
with a nail he looked guiltily, wheedlingly at Ilinichna and
said;